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Nothing but idiot gabble !

For the prophecy given of old

And then not understood,

Has come to pass as foretold;

Not let any man think for the public good,

But babble, merely for babble.

For I never whisper'd a private affair

Within the hearing of cat or mouse,

No, not to myself in the closet alone,

But I heard it shouted at once from the top of the

house;

Everything came to be known :
Who told him we were there ?
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Not that gray old wolf, for he came not back

From the wilderness, full of wolves, where he used to

lie;
He has gathered the bones for his o'ergrown whelp to

crack;
Crack them now for yourself, and howl, and die.

6

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip,
And curse me the British vermin, the rat;
I know not whether he came in the Hanover ship,
But I know that he lies and listens mute
In an ancient mansion's crannies and holes :
Arsenic, arsenic, sure, would do it,
Except that now we poison our babes, poor souls !
It is all used up for that.

Tell him now; she is standing here at my head ;
Not beautiful now, not even kind ;
He may take her now; for she never speaks her mind^
But is ever the one thing silent here.